The Tragedy 

1 can no longer hold me patient. 

Heare me you wrangling pirates tharfall out, 

2 {baking out that which you haue pild from me ; 

Which of you tremble not that looke on me ? 

If not, that I being Quceue , you bow iikefubietts. 

Yei that by you dilpofd , you quake like rebels 
O gentle villaine , doe not turneaway. 

Ol o. Foule wrinkled witch, what mak’ft thou in my fight?. 
Mji- Mar. But repiticion of what thou hail mard. 
That will I make , before I let thee goe : 

A husband and a fonne thou oveeft vnto me. 

And thou a kingdome , all of you alleagence : 

The forrow that I haue by right is yours. 

And all the pleafures you vfurpe , is mine. 

Cjlo, Thecurfe my noble father layd one thee. 

When thoudidft Crowne his warlike browes with paper,' 
And. with thy fcorne drew riuers from his eyes. 

And then to drie them , gau’ft the Duke a clout 
Stecptin the blood ofpritty Rutland ■: 

Hiscurfes then from biternefle of loule. 

Denounc’d againft thee, are fallen vpon thee, 

And God , not we, hath plagued thy bloody deed. 

So iuftisGod to ^rite the innocent. 

HaSl.Q twas the fouleft deed to flay that ’Babe, 

And the moft mcrcilefle thateuer was heard of. 

Mi. Tyrants themfelues wept when it was reported, 
TorJ No man but prophefied reuenge for it, 

'Sue . iVort h umber land then prefent, wept to feeit. 
SU^ar. What:? were you fnarling all before I came/ 
Ready to catch' each other by the throat, 

Andturne you now your hatred now on me ? 

Did Tories dread curb preuailc fp much with heauen, 
That Henries death my louely Edwards death. 

Their Kingdomes loft my woeful! banifhment/ 

Could all but anlvvere for that pecuifh brat ? 

Can curfes pearce the Clouds 1 , and enterheauen ; 

Vy hy then giue v/ay dull Clouds to my quicke cui les J 
If not by wane, by furfet die your King. 

As ours by murder to make him a King. 

Edward 


of Richard the Third. 

Edward my fonne , which now i s Prince of Wales, 

For Edward my forme, which was the Prince of Wales, 
Died in his youth by like untimely violence, 

Thylelfea Qjieene, for me that wasaQtieenc, 

Out -line thy glory, like my wretched lelfe : 

Long mayft thou line to waile thy childrens Ioffe, 

And fee another, as I lee thee now 
Deckt in thy glory.asthou art ftald in mine; 

Long dye thyhappy* dayes before thy death. 

And after many lengthnea houres of griefe. 

Dye neyther mother, wile, nor Snglands Queene. 

Riuers nn&T)orfet, you were danders by. 

And fo waft thou Lord Hajlings , when my fonne 
Wasftabd with bloody daggers, God I pray him 
That none of you, may line your natural! age. 

But by fome vnlookt accident cut off. 

Glo. Haue done thy charme thou hatefull withered hag. 
Q^Mar. And leaue out tbee?ftay dog for thou fhall heare 
If heauen haue any grieuous plague in ftore. 

Exceeding thole that I can wifh vpon thee/ 

0 iet them keepeit till thy finnes be ripe. 

And then hurle downe their indignation 
On thee the tronbler of the poore worlds peace: 

X he worme of confcience ftill begnawthy foule, 

Ihy friends iufpefifor traytors whilft thou liueft. 

And -akedeepe traytors for thy deareft friends. 

No fieepe dele vp the deadly eyes of thine, 

Vnlefie it be whilft fome tormenting dreams 
Affrights thee with a hell ofvgly diuels, 

Thoueluifli markt, abortiue rooting herg, 

1 hou that waft feald in thy natiuity 
The flaue of nature, and the fonne of hell, 

J hou flander of thy mothers heauy wombe. 

Thou loathed iffue of thy fathers foynes. 

Thou rag °f honour, thou detefted, &c 

Olo. Mar grit. 

f ich * r d- Glo. Ha? 

^ Mar. I call thee not. 

w.Then cry thee mercy: for I had thought. 
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